
ter Is, 


f 

) 

t 




, . • Tforrfa ... 

7arUU,4»* The ' w ’ Pa3cartt haUc Wc I&&I.' 

c, n ; / h , e V T’ e 5 to ; :o,nc > £ he children vet vnBbrrie • 
ohaH fcele this day as fliarpeto them a, thorne. 

You holy Clergy men, is there no plot, 

i ° ridde tiie reaime ofehis pernitibus hlbfi 

My L..brf„a.f,«l y fpcafcmy kteil ; 
You (hall notoriety take the Sacrament, 7 
i o bune mine intents, but alfo to effeft, 

VVhat euerl Ihall happen todeuife: 
lfee your brovves artful ofclifcontenr, 

Your hart ofiorro w,aud ) oiVr eies of teares : 

n , * -r 

T o whofe flint boferne, my condemned Lord, 

£ doo ™ dc a pnfoner by proud Bull.ngbrooke, 
tieercJet v^refl', ifrhisiebcj/iows^ai'ih 

Hauc adding for her m,e Kings Quectie. (kmr% 

But fort, but fee, or rather doe not de^ • • : • 

My fairs Rofc wither, yet Jooke vp, bcholde, : ’*• 

i hat you in pittie may difoluetodeaw, 

Andwaihhim helh againie with true louc teares. 

Ah thou the modle where Olde Troyihd Hand' 

Thou mappe of honour, thou King Richaids tombed • ^ 
And notKing Richard; thou moft behteouslnne. 

Why /hould hv.diauourd griefe be lodged ui thee. 

When triumph is ofcome an alehoufe guefl. ? 

Rich loyne not with griefe, faire woman', doe rot To. 

1 o make my end too fud«fen,,)earnc good foulc, 


Infer the 
Queene 


WilT keepe a league til death. Hie thee to Fraunce. 

And clomer-tfoee in fome religious houfe. 

Our holy Hues mudwin anew worlds crowne, 

W -hour prophane hourcs hcere haue throvtne doiwf* 
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King Richard ihefecond. 

Gfocttie What is my Richard both in (hape and mind 
Tranfformd and weakcned?hath Bullingbrookc 
Depofde thine intclleft-hath hee beenc io thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thrudeth forth his pawc. 

And wounds the earth,if nothing elfc.with rage. 
Tobecore-powcf’d,and wilt thou pupill-hke 
Take thy eorre&ion, mildly kiffc the rod, 

And fawne on Rage with bafe humihtie. 

Which art a Lion and a King of beads. 

King A King of beads indeede, if aught but beads 
I hadbeene dill a happie King of nten. 

Good (fometiraesj9ucenc)prcpare thee hence for France, 
Thinkel am dead,and that cuen here thou taked 
As from my death-bed my lad liuing leaue. 

In winters tedious niglits fitte by the fire 
With good old folkes,and let them tel thee tales 
Ofwoefull ages longagoc betide, 

And ere thou bid good night to quite their griefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me, 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why,the fenflefTc brands will fimpathie 
Theheauic accent of thy moouing tong. 

And in companion weepe the fire out. 

And forae will inourne in alhes,fomc cole blacke. 

For the depofing of a rightful! king. Enter Northum. 

North, My Lord the mind ofBullingbroobe is changde, 
Ton mud toPomfret>not vnto the Tower, 

And Madam.there is order tane for you, 

With all fwift fpcede you mud away to France. A 

King Northumberland. thou ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting BulliRgbrobke afeends my throne, 

T he time fhall not be many hourcs of age 
More then it is, ere foule finne gathering head 
Shall breake into corruption, thou fhalc thinke 
Though hee diuide the Realme and giue thee halfe. 

It is too little, helping him to all. 

He (hall thinke that thou which knowd the way 
1 o plant vnrightfull kings wilt know againc, 
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